Poems: 

How have mine eyes out of their Spheares bcene fitted 
In the diftraftion of this madding fever } 

O benefit of ill 3 now I finde true 
That better is, by evill ftill made better. 

And ruin’d love when it is built anew 
Growes fairer then at firftjmore ftrong,far greater. 
So I rcturne rebuke to my content. 

And gaine by ills thrice more then I havefpent. 


A good conftrtttfion of his Loves 

Hjthndtntffe, 

*THat you were cnee unkind befriends me now* 
And lor that forrow, which I then did feele, 
Keedcs mud I under my tranfgreffion bow, 

Vnlcffe ray-Nerves were brafle or hammered ftcele. 
For if you were by my unkindneflfe (haken 
As I by yours, y’have paft a hell of T tme. 

And I a tyrant have no leafure taken 
To waigh how once I fuffered in your crime. 

O that our night of woe might have remembred 
^ly deepeft fence ,how hard true forrow hits, 

And foone to you 3 as you to me then tendred 
The humble falve, which wounded bofomes fits 1 
But that your trcfpafle now becomes a fee, 

Mine ranfom*.ydurs 3 and yours mull ranfome me* 


Poems . 


Err our in opinion. 

T Js better to be vile then vile efteemed, 

When not to be, receives reproach of being, 

And the juft pleafure loft, which is fo deemed, 

Not by our feeling,but bvothers feeing. 

For why Ihould others faife adulterat e\ es 
Givefalutation to my fportive blood ? ' 

Or on my frailties why are frailer (pics $ 

Which in their wils count bad what I thinke good ? 

No, I am that l am, and they that Ievell 
At my abufes, reckon up their owne, 

I may be ftraight though they thcmfelves be be veil 
By their rancke thoughts, my deeds mull not be iliowne 
' Vnlefle this general! evill they maincaine. 

All men arc bad and in their badndft raigne. 


Vfon the receit of a Table Bookefrom 
his Mijlris. 

TpHy guift,thy tables, are within my braine 
Full ejaarafterd with lading memory, 

-Which ihall above that idle ranke remaine 
Beyond all date even to cternitie. 

Or at the Ieaft,fo long as braine and heart 
Have faculticby nature to fubfift, 

Till each to raz'd oblivion yeeld his part 
Of thee, thy record never can be mill : 
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